the impression of making the best of a bad job.
Already a network of roads has been built through
hitherto unadministered districts in Waziristan,
and an attempt is being made to cajole the pre-
datory tribes into carving homes for themselves
out of the region in which they dwell, rather than
carving the innards out of their Hindu neigh-
bours.

As for ourselves, now that we are away from
it all, we thank God that we are thousands of
miles away from Waziristan, with its wolf-like
inhabitants, its appalling barrenness, its hellish
temperatures, its cities filled with dust and dirt,
disease and sudden death. As we view it from
afar, it comes back to us as the very navel of
bedevilment. Surely the men who guard such
plague-spots on Britain's "far-flung battle-line'*
deserve much gratitude from stay-at-home Eng-
lishmen ; more, indeed, than they are likely to
get.

When you clamber, puffing and panting, up
the bank of the Indus and dismount from your
inflated aquatic goat, and when you have made
your way for a mile or two over the blistering
sand, you pass through a high mud wall and
straightway plunge into Central Asia. Dera
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